FOR ACHIEVEMENT AND ATONEMENT   SOS

all were laid aside like a garment outgrown.  The memory
of her was a purifying emotion, a generating emotion, not
only the strongest in him, but the best in him, and like the
best in every man, would raise him up at the last day,
For death had joined what love had put asunder,

The passage clock struck twelve, and there was frost
in the wind that blew from Doucegrove. Claude turned
back into the room. Emily had gone to play, but he
had work ahead of him* and he had better tumble into bed
as quickly as possible, and take what rest he could. Ten
minutes later he was asleep, his arms and legs flung wide ia
the abandonment of boyish weariness, his face restored to
the youthfulness it had lost in waMng hours.
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